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but for a long time no one came to his help, and being
afraid lest the foam which was pouring from the poor
beast's jaws might get into some scratch on his fingers,
and be as dangerous as an actual bite, he with great
difficulty held Prince with one hand while he worked
the other into the glove in his pocket, then changed
hands, and thus put on the other glove. At last the
gardener opened the door, and asked what he wanted.

6.   " I've brought you a mad dog," was the answer ;
and desiring him to get a strong chain, Mr. Buxton
walked into the yard carrying Prince by the neck.    He
was determined not to kill the dog at once, thinking that
if it should prove not to be a case of hydrophobia, it
would be a great relief to the persons who had been
bitten, and this could only be determined by letting
the disease take its course.    The gardener was in great
terror, but had sense enough to obey directions, and
was able to secure the collar round the dog's neck,
and fasten the other end of the chain to a tree.

7.   Mr. Buxton then walked to the utmost bound
of the chain, and with all his force, which was nearly
exhausted by the dog's  frantic   struggles, threw the
creature as far away from him as he could, and sprang
back in time to avoid poor Prince's desperate bound
after him, which was followed by " the most fearful
yell he ever heard."

8.   All day the unhappy creature, in the misery of
that horrible disease to which our faithful companions
are sometimes subject, rushed round and round the
tree, champing the foam that gushed from his jaws,
and when food was thrown to him, snatched at it with